
>26 SUMMER. 

Ye have charms to gladden the weary eye, 

As your perfumed breath on the gale sweeps by, 
And the pale cheek kindles with rosy hue, 

And the dim eye glistens like drops of dew. 

And dreams of all bright and joyous things, 

Are borne on the beautiful Summer’s wings. 

“ Beautiful Summer ! your welcome is heard 
In the gush of the streamlet, the song of the bird, 
In the sounds that are thrilling through nature’s 
bowers, 

In the hum of the bee to her favorite flowers, 

In the whisper that breathes from the starry night, 
Like spirit voices from realms of light, 

In the music that comes on the morning’s wing, 

As the free bird’s notes through the wild woods ring 

“ Beautiful Summer ! the sweet and fair, 
Lading^with fragrance the balmy air, 

Casting a fairy-like magic around, 

Painting the heavens, and spangling the ground. 
Heavy the brow, and dim the eye 
That lightens not when the Summer is nigh. 
Binding the earth with a flowery spell. 

Beautiful Summer ! I love thee well !” 

O Summer, blessed and happy time, noontide 
of seasons, expansion and manhood of the year : 
nature now perfects her delights, for the eye and 
the ear, the taste and the touch of man. 

“ They may boast of the Spring time when flowers are 
fairest, 

And birds sing by thousands on every green tree ; 
They may call it the loveliest, the greenest, the rarest, 
But the Summer’s the season that’s dearest to me. 
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** For the brightness of sunshine ; the depth of the 
shadows ; 

The crystal of waters; the fulness of green; 

And the rich flow’ry growth of the old pasture mea- 
dows. 

In the glory of Summer alone can be seen. 

“ Say, when are the flowers, that in beauty are grow- 
ing:. 

In the gardens and fields of the young merry Spring ; 

Like the mountain side wilds of the yellow broom 
blowing, 

And the old forest pride — the green wastes of the 
ling. 

“ When the garden no longer is leafless and chilly, 

But warm with the sunshine, and bright with the 
sheen 

Of rich flowers, the moss-rose and the bright tiger- 
lily, 

Barbaric in pomp, as an Ethiop queen. 

“ Yes, the Summer, the radiant Summer is fairest, 

For green woods and mountains, for meadows and 
bowers. 

For waters and fruits, and for blossoms the rarest. 

And for bright shining butterflies, lovely as flowers.” 

The hills wave with the leafy honours of their 
hundred trees, and the vallies smile as the light 
winds rustle the clover and the corn ; and the 
birds’ sweet winged voices are again heard in har- 
mony and love. The sun now sheds his glowing 
heat, and lights up all nature with joy and glad- 
ness : & 


